CHAPTER XII,

wpwn, HE appeal softened
me, and, with =
sudden Impulse of
remorse and pity, 1
took the old mother
in my arms. With
Leér head on my
shoulder she sobbed
her thanks, and
continued her sto-
ry, calmer now be-
cause of this little
act of sympathy.

“Amoa, my son, I was In the hospital
for more than a year, and most of that
time | was llke o woman in & dream.
I was told that for months I didn't
know n soul ubout me, and It wias never
expected 1 mnould rise from my bed.
But the Lord was good to me, and I got
well slowly—oh, so slowly, Amos! For
a long time 1 eould not remember what
had taken place, but little by lttle it
came back to me. Then I was told that
when 1 was taken to the hospltal they
did not know wha | was, and that there
wis nothing in my pocket by which
they could have fonnd out my name,
They suspeetad, they aald, that T had
gailors for my relations, for I talked a
great deal about the sea; but that was
ull they conld discover. No one came
to see me all the time [ was in the hos-
pital, and whep 1 was strong enough
they let me go home. When [ got back
to the cottage I found a neighbor living
in It, who thought that I was dead, as
I belleved you to be before to-night, my
denr son., The peighbors had heard
uothing of the accldent, and they all
belleved meé to be dead; and they came
about me, now that I was risen from
the grave, ns it might be, and those who
were hardest wpon me before made it
up to me in kindness. Then 1 heard
that I had lost my son—that the ship
he was In had foundered, and that not
& soul In ber bhad been saved. I heard
more, my son—shall 1 tell 1t

“Tell It,” 1 sald, steeling my volce,

“Don't blame me, Amos, and bear It
l'ke a brave man, for my sake, dear, 1
nshed after Mabel, and the first thing 1
heard was .hat she had a baby. ‘Go
and bring hev,” 1 sald to the neighbors
who were about me—"go and bring her
acd my son's child to me, Tell her I am
living, and nm yearning to embrace
them both.' They looked at one another,
and gradually the story came oub
Shortly after the news of the loss of the
Blue Jacket with all hands reached the
neighborhood, Mabel and her mother
went away.”

“Where to?
child?™

“They
Australla; and since
been hesrd of them."

Consternation at this startling news
siruck n.e dumb for a time, and my
mother was too frightened to break the
sllence, This night, which In my eager
anticlpation was to have been filled
with joy hiad brought desolation and
pair to my heart.

“Have you anything more to say?" 1

ed faintly, when 1 could muster
strength to epeak. I had to repeat the
question before my mother replied, and
then the words fell like drops of polson
from her lips.

“Amos, Mabe] did not go alone.

“You have already told me so, Her
mother and my child were with bher, My
child!" 1 stretched forth my arms in an
agony of disappolntment,

“Some one else was with her, my
son,”

“Whot™

“Mr. Druce. your enemy.”

1 shook her from me roughly, and
stood upon the threshold of the room,
The enow Hoated in, but | did net heed
it I heard my mother's step behind me,

“Stop where you are!” 1 erled, flerce.
ly. "Don’t approach clese to me, nor
look into my wace! You have hardened
my bheart toward you. It Is for me to
speak now, and for you to listen. You
belleve that my wife 8 unfaithful to
me, You my mother, have sald so to
me—to my face. It is & lie! Do you
hear me! It 15 a He!™

My vehemenee shook her to the soul

“You made me speak,” she faltered,
“as though I were on my death-bed. 1
have obeyed you, my son—I have
obeyed you, Oh, Amos, my heart is
breaking!™

“And mine {s filled with joy and hap-
uviness aL what you have told me,” |
retorted, "A loving mother you have
proved yoursell to me om this bitter
Christmas night!”

“Amos, Amos!" she eried, In an
agony of grief. “It s not my fanlt, 1T
kuow what you must suffer. I would
not dare to tell you what the nelghbors
sald of her—"

“You would not dare”” I sald, “for
1 should not wtop to hear; It needa no
telling; you yoursel! have made me ne-
quainted with the slanders their false
tongues apoke respecting me. Well, you
kuew them to be lars, but you were
willlng enough to llsten to them after-
ward, when thelr tune was changed.
But what does It matter what a lot of
gosalping, tittle-tattling women say
about a man? He Is strong to bear it
and ean laugh at them for their pains.
And you! wall, you could defend me iy
my absence, but you could find no wors
in defense of her who Is dearer to me
than my life—than a hundred lves, if T
bad thém! You hater her from ihe mo-

Where Is my wife and

left England altogether, for
then nothing has

des

"

rment | spoke to youof my love for her,

Why did you do 50?7 You threw donbty
‘then upon ber goodness, as you have
thrown doubts ihis night upon her pur-
Jty. If you Bad done what you should

have done when Mabel returned home,
if yon had gone boldly into her house
and spoken to her plainly, all this mis-
ery, all this torture, might have been
avolded. But you had condemned her
in your heart from the first, and were
only too willing to believe all the bad
things that were sald of her, You, a
woman who, for my sake, if not for
her own, should have defended her, a
young and inexperienced girl, from the
malieious tongues of slanderers and
llars, who were striking at my life and
my happiness, sided with them against
her, and had no word to speak in her
defense.

“What could have been in Mabel's
mind on that happy Christmas night,
three years ago, to cause her to win
frem me a sacred pledge of trustful-
negs (n her faith and love, I eannot
with certalnty say; but some shadow
of fear wans upon her. Perhaps she
suspected you were not her friend, per-
haps, with the knowledge that her
own mother was ngainst me, she dread-
ed that clreumstances might occur In
my absence to cause a breach between
us, and she wished to strengthen both
herself and me, Anyway, she drew the
pledge from me, and she gave me hers,
und I belleve in her faithfulness with
all my soul. *The harder task of falth-
fulness ia yours,' she sald, as she klssed
me; and she told me that while 1 was
absent from her she would have three
talismana with her—hope, faith and
love, 'l should never doubt,” she said,
‘My love for you and falth in you have
become a part of my life.' Listen now
to the words 1 spoke to her; they are
graven on my heart: ‘Henceforth this
good season holds a more sacred place
in my heart becnuso It has brought me
the priceless blessing of your love; be-
caunse, also, of the lesson It has taught
me, the lesson of faith, torlive forever
undimmed in my soul.” Well, whis-
pering these words to her from my
heart of hearts, shall I, on this annl-
versary of that happy night, bitter as
it 1a to me, prove them, even by the
shadow of suspiclon, to be falze? No,
Henceforth I have but one task before
me. When that i8 done, and not till
then, you and I, mother, shall meet
again.”

“What nare you going to do, Amos?"”

“l1 am golng to act toward my wife
and child as my father, Amos Beecroft,
would have ancted toward you and yours
bhad you been slandered Iin his absence
as my wife has been in mine. [ will
never put foot inside this cottnge ngain
untll I find her; and when she ls be-
fore you, and you are face to face, you
shall ask her pardon, for the wrong
you have done her.”

“1 ask her pardon now!" sobbed my
mother. "1 have been wenk and
wrong—1 see It! 1 ought to have done
as you sald. No, no, Amos; do not
leave me without a word of pity and
forgiveness! As 1 Kneel to you 1T will
kneel to heéer;, my son!” Her tears
choked her ntteranece,

“God forgive you for what you have
done!" I answered, not looking at the
prostrate form at my feer, “and send
comfort to us both. I go away tonight
n crushed and desolate man, and there
will henceforth be no light in my life
ti)l 1 have found my wife and child!

Thus in the blindness of my grief 1
spoke, throwing, in my unresson, all
the blame upon my old mother: and
as 1 stepped out into the cold nod win-
try night, her mournful ery, “Oh, Amos,
my son!” crept afier me ke n wailing
wind, I knew that a ship was lying at
Gravesond ready to sall for Australia,
and for that I was bent. | trudged
doggedly through the snow, halting
but once, outside a house in which, not-
withstanding the Iateness of the
night, merry-making was going on.
What caused me L0 pause was n wom-
an's volce singing the very song my
wife had sung on our wedding nighd:

“Though friends be ehiding,
And waves dividing,
in falth abiding,
1'11 still be true;
And I'l} pray for thee,
On the stormy ocean,
In deep devotlon,
That's what I'Il do.”

The hot tears this reminiscence
forced from me relleved me somewhat;
but a gnawing paln was at my beart
s I repeated the words “In faith abid-
ing I''l still be true.” The tone In
whick my mother had informed me
that Mabel did not go away alone had
haunted me from the moment the
words were spoken, and [ strove In
valn to deaden the polsonous thoughts
they engendered, The two themes, “in
faith abiding, I'll still be true,” and
“Mr. Druce, your enemy, is with Ma-
bel” came alternately to my mind,
mocking each other and adding to my
misery.

In two days [ war again on the sea,
on my way to Anstealia,

CHAPTER XIIL
TIRRING seenes
are nuw before me
scenes  which are
woven In the his-
tory of my life, and
which will lead mo
naturally- to the
enll, But before

they oommence |

there I8 a blank, so
far as concerns the
proper lusiness of
my story,

A blank of six or weven years, 1

have lost eount of time; and to this
day, although I have been tenderly
and playfully assisted by one who is
very, vory dear to me, I caonot fix the
exact number of years [ waa at the
other end of the world, Being there, 1
had but one object before me, and in
pursuance of it 1 traveled thousands
of miles on foot. Wherever 1 heard of
a woman and child who In any way
resembled the descrintion of those I
wis in search of, thither I directed my
steps. This will not appear so strange
to you who have not traveled in those
regions, when I tell you that on the
gold-diggings st that time there were
fifty men to one woman; therefore, &
woman could be more easily tracked
than in a big clty. Nelther weather
nor distance deterred me. 1 traveled
through flood, and literally through
fire; for 1 was in the Black Forest
on that awful black Thursday when
scores of miles of silver and Iron bark
trees were binzing flercely, You may
walk through the forest on this day,
and follow the track of that terrible
fire. Many n false track did I follow,
only to be disappointed, after miles of
weary wandering. Over and over again
I was In Forest Creek, Tarrangower,
Bendigo and Ballarat. In the last place |
I was n wltness of the terrible riots,
and took part In (hem, being compelled
to do so to save my life. 1 went to ev-
ery new rush—to Maryborough, Dun-
olly, Avoca—but never found those 1
was In search of. One time 1 followed
a woman and child for six months,
losing them whenever I reached the
pluce 1 was bound for, and following
them on to the next, where 1 lost them
agsin,

I could fill a volume with my adven-
tures during this time; but the tell-
ing of them would not forward my
story, 1 must here record a certain
change of feeling which came over me
at about the expiration of a couple of
yveurs, The desire to find my wife be-
came weakened; the desire to find my
child becanw more and more intense.
Soon I thought almost entirely of my
child, and 1 plctured him In my im-
agination as growing up Yyear after
yvear, with fair hair and blue eyes, and
with features resembling those of my
father, Beecroft, Mariner. This change
of feellng led to another !mpression
as the years went by, I got it Into my
hend that my wife might have died, but
that my boy was certainly alive, Curi-
ously enough, Instead of becoming dis-
heartened by my want of success, I
uever onece lost my conviction that the
day would come when 1 should hold
him in my arms.

I had to work for my living, aa you
may guess, and | was generally fortu-
nate In finding more gold than my ne-
cessities required., 1 was sober and
steady: and I take some credit to my-
self that 1 was not wrecked, as hun- |
dreds of better men than I were, in |
sly grog-shops and publie houses.

Drink was the ruln of many a fajr 1ife |

an the gold-diggings and in the citles;
but there was no temptation in it for
me, and 1 egcaped. 1 d4id not escape an-
other temptation, 1 was bitten by the
gold fever, and I had my dreams of
finding a big nugget of gold, and the
day afterward of finding those I was
in search of, and then all of us golong
home and living happily together., 1
dreamed that dream often, and always
regretted the waking up. One thing 1
pushed resolutely from my mind, and
would not think of—that was, what
I should do If T moet Mr. Druce, When
it got into my head unawares, I brood-
od over It until 1 came to myself, when
I thrust it from me In fear, for there
was always a mist of blood in my eyes
as his Imnge came before me.

TO ARV gy

CAUGHT THE WHALE.

Three Hours of Hard Fighting Brought
Victory to the Flahermen.

“There she blows!"™ That was the
ery heard through Amagansett, L, I,
a few mornings ngo. The signal flag
of red was run up and was quickly re-
gponded to by the crews belonging to
the whallng boals along the shore bhe-
tween Bust Hampton and Amnguangett,
snys the New York Journal. Lately
whales have appeared In this viclnity,
and numerous attempts have been made
to eateh one, but without success. Two
were again sighted that morning op-
posite Amngansett and five hoats were
goon In hot pursuit. The whales were
about one and a hall miles off shore.
After an exciting chase until noon one
of the captalna got cloge gnough to the
Iargest whale to harpoon him, He was
opposite Napeague life-saving station
when struck and the men soon had
three lines attached to him. Then be-
gan an exciting battle between the men
and the sea monster, Time and again
the whale attempted to carry the men
out on the ocean, and repeatedly the
whalemen would stab him with the
harpoon. It was dangerous sport, and
to the onlookers from the beach It
geamed as though the boats would be
wreeked every time the whale rose to
the surface, He made savage lunges
with his tall, lashing the water to &
fonm and spouting to a great height.
After three hourn’ hard fighting the
whale showed signs of weakenlng and
began to spout blood in the alr. At
4:80 o'clock the crew succeeded In
landing the while on the beach, He
mensured forty-five feet and will yrab-
ably make forty barrols of oil, The
captors expect 10 realize a very large
sum for him. The unusual sight drew
erowds to the beach from neighboring
villages and the hotels and lvery sta-
bles made preparations for a grand
rush of visltors the next day.

Moonshiners in Fones,
Awn unusual report cams from Rto-

.wuh gounty, Aldbama, when the rec-

ords of the United States marsnal of
that dlstrict for 1896 were made up. it
appeared that not a moonshiner had
been disturbed there during the year,

A HOOSIER GENIUS

MISS FURMAN OF EVANSVILLE
HAS WON FAME.

The Authoress of “Stories of 8 Suse-
tilled Town" Was & Genulne Kustie in
Her Childuood Days—A Cloae Ohserver
of Natare and Cuostoms.

(Enns\llle (Ind.) Letter.)
| HE success of “Sto-
“ ries of a Sanctified
Town" has brought
many Inguirles to
this city as to the
personality of its
distinguished au-
thor., In a life so
short as Miss Fur-
man's, there are
naturally few de-
tails to give to the
publie. She was born and brought up
fn an old and prominent South Caro-
lina family, and her mother, Jessie Col-
lins Furman, was 2 Kentucky girl, who
wasg greatly admired for her beauty of
person, and of character. When Miss
| Furman was but seven years old her
mother died, and elght years later her
fathef was taken. Both pareats were
| intellectual, and the little girl inheritad
an unusually bright mind, which with
her alert way of looking at things,
and her original humor, was a guar-
antee that something out of the com-

mon might be expected of her.
Perhaps no one enters so intimately
into the homes und hearts of people ns
thelr family physiclan, and nearly all
doctors could, if they had the lelsure
and the lterary inclination, tell true
tales that would hold the mind impera-
tively. As a little girl, Migs Furman

LUCY F. FURMAN,

often rode with her father on his daily
rounds of visits In town and country,
| and thus early acquired an insight into
| the lives of the people that has been In
| valuable to her, When in later years
the slngular experience of sanctifiea-
| tion took complete possession of a cer-
tain little community in which she was
interested, It was but natural that she
ghould pot pen to paper and tell about
the ludicrous and the pathetic inei-
dents that thrilled the simple hearts
in the sanctified town. It was equally
natural that so young a girl should b'
doubtful of her own powers.

At the suggestion of a friend, Miss
Furman sent some of her storles to
James Whitcomb Riley, whom she hns
never met. Surely no more cheering
and helpful words were ever written in
reply by a famous writer to one just
beginning the hazardous path of au-
thoreghip; and though Miss Furman
has had many laudatory letters since
her book appeared, there ls not one of
them that she cherishes as she does
the first from Mr., Riley, bidding her
godspeed,

The first stories she wrote wern pub-
lshed by the Century Mnagaszine. 7The
Century Company issued her first and
only volume, “Storiea of a Sanctified
Town."

Miss Furman has been for several
vears a resident of Evansville,

Watch-Testing at Kew,

There has been watchmaking at Coy-
entry as long a8 there has been a watch
trade In England, which is for the last
200 years or thereabouts. There used
to be three centers of the English trade,
these beoing Liverpool, Coventry aml
London. Now there are practically but
two, Coventry and Birmingham. The
test of great discoveries in other direc-
tions while they were really seeking to
golve the problem of the Niger. The
only result of these Investigations was
a frdsh crop of erroneous theories, One
of them conjectured that the Niger
reached the Atlantie, and each one had
an opinion of his own., All these gpec-
ulations were duly recorded on the
maps, and the eartographic delineation
of the Niger from 1791 to 1832 {% some-
thing wonderful to contemplate, 1t
would seem to be a simple matter to
keep to the river, when once |t was
reached, and follow It to its destina-
tion; but that was the very thing the
explorers were unable to do, But It
was Lhe German geographer Relchard,
in his library at home, who solved
the Niger riddle, some fifteen years be-
fore the Lander brothers in 1932 proved
his assertion true. HEverybody knew
of the numerous little rivers emptying
fnto the Gulf of Denin, and they were
supposed to be Independent streams of
small importance. But Relchard said
that the long stretch of coast where
these streams reached the ocean wis
the sea front of a great delta, and that
the ONl rivers were nothing but the
subdivisions of the mighty Nigsr, That
wag triue, and we know now that the
Niger delta is the largest in Afries,

One of New Zealnod's Carlous  Birgs.
A curious liftle hird s the ‘weka,
which I8 found in the Alpine reglon 1.
the Bonth Island of New Zealand.

is described by Mr. Arthur P, Harpor,
B, A, In an account of his explora-

tlons, just published. The weka, as

soon am he sees your camp pltehed,
takes possession of it. He nelther re-
spects nor fears man, and is an incor-
rigible thief. He cats anything from
m eartridge to 8 memher of his own
family—for ho Is n eannibal, *I re-
member one Instance of this” writes
our author., “when our dog unforto-
untely killed a young bird before we
could prevent it, which was too small
to val. The parents made a decent
show of grief over their loss, and then,
belng quite sure that the little one was
dead, they proceeded to eat Its still
warm remains.” The weka fights all
comers for undisturbed possession of
the camp be has annexed, His histri-
onle talent is great, and he can sham
death to perfection. But for the fact
that he Is a first rate scavanger, he
would, to his human host, be an in-
tolerable nulsance, After some weeks
of tenderness and seolf-sacrifice, the
weka all at onee becomesa a brutal hus-
band and father, That Is when the
youngsters have grown up, and, as he
Lhinks, are able to forage for them-
selves; still, he Is unnecessarily harsh,
not to say shamelessly selfish. If his
place of sojurn be rich in food, he ban-
lahes his wife and children; If it be
not, he treks elsewhither. The egolatic
fit lasts until next he becomes a father,
and then altruism {s hardly the word
for his self-renunciation. Let Mr. Har-
per describbe him and his wife: "“The
parent birds while rearing thelr young
hardly eat anything themselves and
Erow as poor as a ckurch mouse, every-
thing they find Is cari.>4 to the young-
gters. When a pair has w21y one chick
it Is very ludicrous to see them rush-
ing up to it and jostling one another in
thelr eagerness to give it a plece of
bacon or bread, and sometimes asking
It to try a plece of a jam tin, or tempt-
ing it with a cholee copper cartridge-
case.” The weka would appear to be
“as good a camp companion a8 one
could wish for, with his tameness, im-
pudence and almost human power of
expression. He ls a bird with small,
unformed wings, unable to fly, and
varying In size from a partridge to a
pheasant.”

KENTUCKY BEAUTY HONORED.

Miss Castleman Fald Frood Tribute by
Swell Sorclety.
(Special Leter.)

Migs Allee Castleman of Loulsville,
Ky., 18 nccorded the distinetion of be-
Ing one of the prettiest soclety women
in America. At the grand charity ball
in New York olty a week or two ago,
John Jacob Astor, to whom fell the
honor of selecting the belle of the night
placed the crown on Miss Castleman’s
head, The beautiful Miss Castleman,
to whom this honor was entirely unex-
pected und far from welcome, was so
confused by the notoriety into which
the Astor's artistic approval immedi-
ately brought her that she jeft the city
and returned to her southern home, in
the suburba of Loulsville, Misa Cas-
tleman's mother was a Miss Alice Bar-
bee. On her mother's nide Mra. Caatle-
man was descended from several dis-
tinguished Irish and English families
She was the daughter of the Hon, John
Barbee, who was the mayor of Louls-
ville In the palmy days of 1864 and
1866. The Hon, John Barbee was the
grandson of Ellas Barbee, ohe of the
ploneeras of the young state. He with
his five brothers and his father, enlist-
ed In a Virginia regiment of the Revo-
lutionary army. Upon the close of the
war, father and sons, still united, went
to Kentucky. Tall, stralght as an ar-
raw, General Castleman, the father of
this queen of women, was a famous
figure all through the stormy days of
the G0, when he rode as a major in
the wake of Morgan.: Allce Castle-
man s a girl of nineteen summers,
with oval face, broad trow, violet eyes,
waving chestnut hair, Grecian nose, a
mouth denoting determination, a per-
fect chin, divinely dimpled, standing
five feet olght inches, a creature of
beauty, grace and symmetry, Migs
Castleman s a good dancer, an accom-
plished musician, plays tennis and golf
equally well, and |s a fearless rider and
driver. She never appears to bhetter

MISS ALICE CASTLEMAN,
advantage than when in the saddle.
8he Is one of the dashing members of
the riding club and is famillar with the
podigree of all blooded stock the world
over,

¥ootgear In Forelgn Lands

The Portuguese ghoe has a wooden
salo and heel, with & yamp made of pa-
tent leather, fanciful, showilng the
flesh mlde of the skin. The Persian
footgear is a ralsed shoe, and Is often
a foot high; It ls made of light
richly inlald, with a strap extending
over the instep. The Muscovite shoe
hand-woven on & wooden
but little sttention is pald to
of the foot; leather is sométimen
but the sandal Is generally made
plik cordage and w
Slamese ahoo has the
clent canos, with &
an open toe; the sole
the upper of inlaid
and the exterior i&
] mented In colors with gold and sl
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There are 233 convents in Great
t ain.

z

Peravian Bitvers,

LAPAYETTE, IND., Angust o, 1A
AU RACHARL SIRER:

I have been using your Peruvian Bitters
of late for malarial fever that 1 have not
been entirely rid of for the past two years
until now. I must sav your Bitters beat
everything. 1 used it only six weeks and be-
gan to lmprove the first week., 1 am now
well and hearty and feel young again, even
now s this very hot wrnher

MRS, JANE NEWMAN.

A New York dealer in men's furniahing
Hoods slln']nnna wign reading: “Shirt Cou-
structor,

Don't look for m
long as you keepyo

The Cllmax Brandy of 1870 Viatage
Fou-u to be a saperior dlatiliation,
and with years of ripening is now put upon
:f:murl.;:l by l.::le wer :C 4 Wine Ca Illl
superior mellow n Ro-t-cmh £ Al
the medicinal properties !nr’w ich brandles
from ;ra nrc o eminently useful Sold

by drug

growth in grace as
Andsin your pockets

‘I‘ollod Ih Owa Death Knell

Jamea Clark, janitor of the Sixth
ward school In La Crosse, Wis., com-
mitted sulcide at midnight Monday
night. He climbed into the belfry of
the school house, fastenod the bell rope
around his neck, and then awung off.
The bell rang twiee, telling his own
death knels Clark was o man 656
years old.

Evil.

Bvil under the cover of betinseled
gauge Is more insinuating and demor-
allging than when It faunts its uncoy-
ered nakedness.—Rev. J, D, Stanley,

* My blood was out of onler, and 1 began taking
Hood's Barsapurilin. It has puritiod my blood aod
relieved me of rheumatism, kidoey troublo snd
slek beadaches. T am now abiets doa good duy's
work, Rboumatism has toubled me sinee T was
a child, but 1 am now entirely well."—Mps
Prorng Barxy, Box 5, Pasadona, California

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

in fact the One True Blood Porifier

Hood's Pills MRt

Haide, benefiolal. 5 cents

In the beat—

and health making
are included in the
making of HIRES
Rootbeer. The prepa-
ration of this great tem-
perance drink is an event
of importance ina million
well regulated homes.

HIRES

Rootbeer
is full of good health.
Invigomting, appetiz-
ing, satisfying. Put
gome up (o-day and
have it ready to put
down whenever you're
thirsty.

Made only by The
Charles K. Hires Co.,
Philadelphia, A pack.
age makes § gallons
Sold everywhere.

{W.L DULIS $3 SHOE

this shos, by merit alons, has
uﬂu:"&m“mum
bushwple. ﬂ"umms, of may shoe
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PAUL V. FINCH & GO, Grand Rapids, Mich.
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